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38 THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 



ENGLISH POETRY. 



TRANSLATIONS OF THE PENN1LLION. 

LXl. 

To Havod-Lom I'll bend my way, 

Though full the road of sorrow, 
And there, to chaunt a merry lay, 

The chimney-seat I'll borrow; 
And in that spot, I dare to say, 

You'll find me on the morrow. 

LXII. 

Thee I've toasted, blue-eyed lass, 
Truest love inspir'd trie glass ; 
Drink to him, then, maiden sweet, 
Whom thy heart doth chiefly greet. 

LXIH. 

The trees are fast blowing, 

Flow'rs around us are growing, 
The leaves of the primrose on each hillock spring, 

While the birds on each spray, 

Full of glee, chaunt away, 
'Till the groves, as you hear, with their melody ring. 

LXIV. 

How gay seems yon valley with rich waving wheat, 
Fair lands, and fair houses, and shelters so neat, 
While the whole feather'd choir to delight us conspires; 
There's nought on the mountain but turf and turf fires. 

LXV. 

While 'round Mona billows thunder, 

While old Conway rolls her wave, 
While there's soil yon high cliff under, 

I this heart for Gwen will save. 

LXVI. 

Thy sweet lips, my Betsey dear, 

Are like the juicy pear, 
And thy breasts, — they do appear 

As downy meadows fair : 
But, how strange these charms should shine 
With a heart so hard as thine ! 



